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• p ericki frine of Tyre. 

Per. My purpofe was for Tharfus.thcte toftrike 
The inhofpitablc Cleon, but I am for other feruicc fvft. 

Toward Epbefns turne our blownc fades, 

Eftfooncs lie cell why, fhall we refrefh rs fir Vpon your fliore, 
and giuc you .gold for fuch prouifion as our intents willneede, 
Lyf. Sir, with all my heart ,and when you cornea Ihore, 

I haue another flight. 

Per. \Wfhall preuaile, were it to woe my daughter r .forit u 
♦ leemesyou haue beene noble towards her.*- 
Lyf.S'.r, lend me your arme. 

Per. Come my Ottariua. Exeunt. p 

Enter Gower. \ 

Nowourfauds are almoftrun, 

More a little, and the^dum. * 
my Igfi boone giue me, 

For fuch kindneffe niuft rdeeue me : 

That you aptly willfuppofe. 

What pageantry , what feates,what fhewes, 

What Minftrelfie.,what pretty din, 

The Regent made in Metaline, 

To greetetfie King ; fo he thrilled, 

Thathcis promifedtobeyviued 
To fairc Marina, but in no wife. 

Till he had done his facraficc, 

As Dtan bad , whereto being bound. 

The Interim pray , you all confound. 

In fetherd briefeneffe fades are fild. 

And wilhes fall out as thei’t wild. 

At Epbefns the Temple fee. 

Our King and all his company. 

That he can hither come fo foone, ' ’ 

Is by your fancies tkankfull doptne. Exit. 

Enter P critics, Lyfmacbus, HeSteanus, tjttariua, and. ethers. 
‘Per, Haile Dime, to perfotaae thy iuft command, 

I here confeffe wy felfe the King of Tyre. . , 

Who frighted from »f Country , did wed it Pentapeltf , 
fairc TbtfU) at lea in child bed died ftic , tot brought f® 0 ^ 
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Ttrtcles Pttneeoffffe. ^ 

S £ fought m murder, but her better He,, brought 

f“ ffiw, geiuft whofe (lrore ridibg.herfortuMsbroughc 
ve whereby her owe mod cleere remem- 
Lnce (lie made knownciher felfe my daughter. 
b Tb Voyceand fauour,you are, you are Oroyall 
l: What means the woman ? Ihe dyes.helpe Gentlemen. 
/Vr Sir if you haue toldX»^x Alter true, this is your wife. 
^ Rcuaend a PP earer, no,I threw her ouerboord wulv 

* C C rr.Vpon't S' Coaft, I warrant you. - 

*C LoXe^o^Udy ; O thce’s but ouerioyde, 

Fsrelv hi bluftring mornJ.this Lady was throwne vpon this 
opened fhe Coffin,found rbefe rich rewels, recouered 

bet,and placed her heere in Dtanaes Temple. 

Ar . G^Lr'.r/hry ftill bebrought you to my houfe, whe- 

to mv fence bend no llcencious eare, but curb u fpight of feeing *. 

0 my Lord, are you not Pericles ? like him you ipcake, like him 
you ate; did you not name a tempeft,a birth, and deau . 

Per, The voice of dead Tbaif*. _ ^ , 

Vui.ThttTbatfA ami, fuppofed dead and drownd. 

Per. Iramottall Dian ! , 

T bet. Now I Know you better, when wee with tearcs parted 

ftntapolit, the King my Father gaue you fuch a ring. 

rL Tbisuo more, you Gods, your pretent kmunefle males 
my pell miferiee fport, you Orall do vrell that on the Much ng of 
herhpslmay mcU, and no more befcencjO comc,bc bune 
fecond time within thefc armes. , , , , e 

CMar. My heart leaps to be gonejnto my 

Per Lookcwho knceles beere, fleih of thy flclb T^/u, my 

burden at the fea.atid call’d Ottawa, for Ihe was ycc!*ed there. 
Thai. Bled, and mine owne. _ r „ 


